wTithin the door of his classroom, and as he walked in we could see the top of his head moving along above the screen, and we all waited. When he appeared he stood for a moment and made a little bow to us, and then went up to his desk.
The little bow constituted the meeting. This went on every day, and the incident throws a light on that gentle side of his nature which won our hearts, which made him undoubtedly the " well-beloved" of all his students. So much for Buchanan as a man.
As a teacher his defect lay in the fact that there was much of the dilettante or amateur about him, using these words in their strictly primary signification. He has said himself that his object in studying medicine as a profession was for the purpose of affording for himself a liberal and congenial occupation, for in these early days he 
